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So the King passed the night in a state of delirium,
paying no heed to the portrait. And when the
sun rose, he rose also, and passed the day, half
living and half dead, in the garden with Rasak6sha.
And when the sun set, they went again to the hall
of audience. And there they saw the Princess, clad
in a robe of cloth of gold and a bodice studded with
turquoises, and her crown and other ornaments,
sitting on her throne. And she looked at the King
with eyes in which joy and grief fought for the
mastery: and the King sank upon a couch, speech-
less and fascinated, under the spell of her beauty.
Then Rasakdsha came forward and stood before her
and began again:

Lady, there was once a Brahman named Krita*-
krita y, who neglected the study of the We'das, and
walked in the black path, abandoning all his duties %
and associating with gamblers, harlots, and outcasts.
And he frequented the cemeteries at night, and
became familiar with ghosts and vampires and dead
bodies, and impure and unholy rites and incanta-
tions. And one night, amid the flaming of funeral
pyres and the reek of burning corpses, 4, certain

7 * Done and not done.

* Ack&rctbhrashta, an apostate or  decasted  person.     See
, Jt,, 108,